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General Grievous 
Drinks Virgin 
Daiguiris 
Kody Wallick 
I'm sitting across from you at a bar on Welch Avenue. It's the first 
time I've seen you in months and I have to admit you are looking the 
worse for wear. Darks bags hang under your eyes, a patchy beard covers 
your chin, and I can see your beer belly poking out from beneath the 
same red hoodie you've been wearing since high school. If I'd have 
asked I'm sure you would have told me you just haven't been getting 
enough sleep, but I don't ask because I can see the truth cradled in 
the palm of your hand. 
Around us our friends from high school are laughing at me 
because they found out the daiquiri I just ordered is virgin. I can't help 
but laugh with them, my pink drink stands out from the mugs of dark 
brews each of them are holding, and the contrast between their beer 
foam and my whipped topping adds another layer of conspicuousness. 
As we laugh I watch from across the table as your brow furrows and 
your mouth twists downward. It's a face that once had the ability to 
stop me .in my tracks, but tonight I'm surprised to find it no longer 
has any power over me. 
"Don't you remember what Arnold said?" You ask as the laughter 
dies down, invoking the name of the man who had once been our 
childhood hero. I remember the picture you showed me during the 
summer before college when we had just gotten into bodybuilding. 
It was an image of Arnold Schwarzenegger and Franco Col um bu 
standing together on the Olympia stage. Both men were giants, but at 
6' 2" Arnold easily dwarfed the 5' 5" Columbu. Looking at the picture I 
knew what you were going to say before you said it. 
"I'll be Arnold and you can be Columbu." You had said, referring to 
my short stature, something you knew I hated. 
I'm going to be Arnold. I thought then, but I didn't say it out loud. I 
couldn't have, we've always been competitive but to directly challenge 
your superiority would have put a strain our friendship. 
"When you grow up you have to drink beer!" You shout, doingyour 
best Schwarzenegger impression and raising your bottle of Dos Equis 
in the air. I have to admit your impression is quite good, but I keep 
that to myself. 
"Arnold must've never had a daiquiri." I reply. 
"Neither have you. Daiquiris have alcohol." You point out. "That's 
pretty much just a smoothie." 
I'm too busy sipping my smoothie through my bendy straw to reply. 
You always had to have the last word. I had learned that back in fourth 
grade when we bonded over our mutual love of Revenge of the Sith, 
the newest Star Wars movie that had just been released. Every recess 
would be a fight for survival, you as Obi Wan and myself as General 
Grievous. We would square off in the grass, each shouting our favorite 
lines from the movie. 
"Army or not, you must realize you are doomed!" I would scream as 
I ignited my four imaginary lightsabers, all with red blades of course. 
"Oh I don't think so!" You retorted before jumping at me with your 
blue lightsaber held high above your head. 
Our lightsabers clashed sending blue and red sparks flying 
everywhere. I saw you raising your hand for a force push and I 
immediately countered with one of my own, trapping us in a deadlock. 
We hardly noticed the sweat dripping down from our foreheads and 
the color of our cheeks slowly turning red because we kept forgetting 
to breathe. We strained our minds at one another, each willing the 
other to fly away, to give up any amount of ground that would 
result in victory. 
I put on a good show, but I knew that it would be me who eventually 
gave in. That was my job. I was the weaker of us, you had me beat in 
both height and strength, and we both knew you hated losing even 
more than I did. Besides, the good guy always wins, right? So it was no 
surprise to me when your force push overpowered my own, throwing 
me off balance and giving you the opportunity you needed to bury your 
lightsaber in my chest. Our eyes locked and I saw the thrill of victory in 
your eyes before I crumpled to the ground screaming "NOOO!" 
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You pulled your lightsaber from my chest, giving it a single 
spin before sheathing it in your belt, a move that I had seen many 
times before. 
"So uncivilized." You would say. To us this was a real battlefield. 
To everyone else it was just two dumb kids wailing on each other 
with their imaginations. 
You're telling our friends about how hard your schedule is, how 
you're taking eighteen course credits on top of being vice president in 
your fraternity. That's something you always liked to do, brag about 
how little free time you had. I agree it would be hard, if you went to 
any of your classes. I choose to ignore the conversation, I'd heard it 
all before anyway. Instead, I'm thinking about that summer when we 
used to lift together. Both of us were driven by our mutual desire to 
one-up the other. If you did ten reps then I'd push for twelve, if I used 
25 pounds then you'd put on 30. Your size suggested that you'd have 
the upper hand, but I'd fight like hell to keep up with you. When we 
were done lifting we'd walk to Family Foods and buy a half gallon of 
Anderson Erikson chocolate milk, a brand that I'm still loyal to today, 
and see who could down it faster. This was a feat often accompanied 
by stomach pains. 
It stayed this way until our first week of college, when you joined 
your fraternity. That came as a surprise to me because we had agreed 
the plan was to live in dorm rooms near each other. 
I remember textingyou 'What's your dorm's room number again? 
I forgot. ', 
And you replied 'I don't have one, lol, IjoinedAdelante.' 
'What's Adelante?' 
'That's my Fraternity.' You replied, but I never responded because I 
didn't know what to say. 
That first week was also your Fraternity's Beer Olympics, an event 
which you told me involves competitions centered on the drinking of 
massive amounts of beer such as beer pong or Edward forty hands. 
You joined me in the gym after the first night of Beer Olympics to do a 
workout as normal, but right away I could tell something was wrong. 
"I had so much to drink last night, I think I'm still drunk," You said 
clinging to the railing of the stairs. 
"But you can still lift can't you?" I asked, not entirely 
understanding. 
"I think I'm going to sit out, just for today." You said, a phrase that 
became all too familiar when you stopped showing up altogether. This 
left me at a loss because I'd never really done anything on my own. 
Eventually the separation got to me and I finally agreed to go with 
you to one of your fraternity parties. It was Halloween and I, of course, 
hadn't brought a costume. You dressed me up as a cowboy using some 
of your own clothes and a special edition Hooters cowboy hat. 
"Don't lose that hat," You stressed. "They're never going to make 
those again." "I won't," I promised as you handed me a plastic cup 
full of whiskey. 
"Ugh, I'd rather have some chocolate milk." I said after taking a 
sip and grimacing from the "bite" that dragged down the back of 
my throat. 
"Yeah, but whiskey goes with the cowboy vibe," You said smiling, 
and I had to admit you were right. You insisted I finish off the drink 
before you refilled my cup and directed me towards the crowded 
dancefloor in the basement of the fraternity house. 
"Get in there and make some friends." You shoved me into 
the crowd. 
The first thing I noticed upon entering was that it was hella 
freaking crowded, and the second thing I noticed was that human 
bodies make a lot of heat when they are bunched up together in a 
confined space. Trying to make my way through the crowd was a 
nightmare, and every way I turned there was another person splattering 
beer on me. The minute you took your eyes off of me I was gone, out 
to the safety and comfort of one of the couches in the common room. 
It wasn't long before you found me, and we spent the rest of the night 
playing hide and go seek. Whenever you noticed I had snuck away from 
the dance floor you came right out and dragged me back in. Eventually 
through the combination of alcohol and your extreme effort I was able 
to make a new friend. 
"Cool hat," said my new friend. "Can I tcy it on?" "Sure," I said as I 
handed it over. 
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I never saw that hat again. 
"Hey," You say. "We're heading to a different bar, you coming?" 
"No," I sip the last of my daiquiri and watch as our friends head out 
the door, leaving just the two of us. 
"Aww come on, it's Friday, and how often do you see those guys?" 
You wave your hand towards the door. "It's just one night, what 
difference will it make?" 
But that's the question that makes me the angriest, and I wonder if 
that's the same line you tell yourself every night. I'm wondering when 
one night became every night, and suddenly I realize I'm staring in the 
face of what one night's difference can make. 
"Sorry," Then after a moment I can't help but add, "I've got legs 
tomorrow," half because it was true and half because some part of me 
hoped you'd offer to come with me. 
Instead of replying you retrieve your wallet from where you've left it 
on the table, giving it a single spin before sheathing it in your pocket. 
Then you 're out the door. 
